Bus Stop, Blood Bites
Author: QuinLova (https://archiveofourown.org/users/QuinLova/pseuds/QuinLova)


“Fucking seriously? This outfit?” 

 

It was a stormy night outside, all the lights of the city passing by. As it turned out, The Coffin Motel considered you leaving your room as checking out, so Andrew and Ashley found themselves at a bus stop, rain slamming against the ground. 

 

Andrew grimaced, taking another drag of a cigarette. Damp. Whenever the weather turned stormy, everything in the omega seemed to follow. With clammy skin, shaky hands, it was common that putting omegas in the rain was the same as a cat in a bathtub. He softly pressed against his neck, wincing as the skin pushed away. When was this damn bus arriving?

 

“Don’t blame me, Andy! ‘Least they put our suitcase back outside.” Ashley sighed, running a idle hand through her hair. “Lord only knows what they’re probably doing with my underwear.”

 

“Ashley! My coat was in there! I could die here!”

 

“Psh,” Ashley replied, looking at the falling rain. “You’ll make it, stop being a diva.”

 

The air seemed to electrify as Andrew stood up, fire behind his eyes. “You don’t get the point! I-”

 

The male was interrupted by lips on his neck, pressing down like a predator’s slash. His pupils narrowed, feeling Ashley bite adjust into a more loving, calming way.

 

“N-No! You don’t get to win this argument just because you…” A soft groan followed as the alpha took Andrew into her arms, and laid him back onto the bench harshly.

 

“Down for the count, Andy?” Even in his diluted senses, Andrew could still hear his sister’s menacing laugher on the edge of his ears. Once again, he had lost the chess game, and was back to being intertwined around her finger. Ashley’s smile turned more mild as two bright lights appeared nearby.

 

“Yep, I win, big brother.”